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A NOTE OR TWO ABOUT THE AUTHORS

... ROBERT

ANTONICK,

a

frequent

contributor

to

the

Exponent, has turned cartoonist as well as author for this
issue. Look for his artistic efforts on our later pages, and
for humor in a more subtle vein, read OF PASSING INTEREST by his friend NICK KAMIN.

. Our bow to Christmas is in the form of a peem by ANDREA
SEIVER, a junior in Arts. Journey with Mary on a Pilgrimage to Christmas.
. Another new poet, LINDA McCARTHY, graces our pages
this issue. For a work that shows truly artistic perceptiveness, read “We Are Not!” It is the creation of one whose
efforts deserve to shine far beyond this campus.
Are you attempting to make an off campus domicile a
“home away from home?” Then you'll appreciate the
account that HARTLAGE, ARNOLD, AND THE BODY,

give of their housekeeping. Oh, yes—it will be funny even
if you’re not away from home, for they have a cleaning
method all their own.

Have you been wondering about Dr. Zhivago, the book by
Boris Pasternak which caused so much consternation among
the Russians when it was awarded the Nobel Prize for
literature? For more information about the work and a
critical evaluation of its worth, see Bro. Grilliot’s review
of it on page 19.

Editor’s note—Apologies

to those who

were slighted

on

this page but we

didn’t want to use too much space here and thereby further limit the amount
of material which could be used. Also, thanks as well as apologies to all those

who

submitted manuscripts

sending them

in

which

were not published.

and don’t lose hope.

Please

Something not used this

don’t stop
issue may

turn up in March. However, any castoffs from True Romance, Man-to-Man,
or Playboy will not be published, no matter what reputation the Exponent
may have for realism. We are not using as our motto “Why pay for Playboy
when you can get the Exponent free.”

FIGHT
For Dear Old
SLIPPERY ROCK
by O. FARRINGTON NUTLEY
Did you know that Slippery Rock annually plays California State Teachers

College of Pennsylvania? Hamline and
Gustavus Adulphus are arch-rivals? Carbondale State Teachers is favored to win
its opening game against Southern IIlinois School of Engineering.

Enough of this nonsense! Our poor
deceased St. Thomas Aquinas would roll
over in his grave if he knew what has
happened to our universities. The play

on names was just used to show how
far afield the mind can wander in education.
What ever happened to the good
old days when college students were
scholars? Lets make a list of reasons
why modern day “scholars” attend
college.

19. Mom will have something to talk
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.
43.
44,

about.
Might get an easier job.
Make more money.
Can get away from home.
Impress the gang at home.
Save tax money.
Get car at graduation.
Learn some radical theories.

Like to get letters.
Like to travel.
Make new friends.
Go in the army as an officer.
Like to drink.
Like to socialize.
Learn to gripe.
Learn how to wear a 3 button suit.
Learn how to wear a chemise and a
clouche.
Get a charge account.
Learn how to mix martinis.
Get an Mrs. degree.
Get to go to graduate school.
Learn how to cure hangovers.

Meet dialectics.
Go to Ft. Lauderdale.

Go to New York.
Understand Peanuts (Psych majors
only).
45. Be a dilettante.

1. Dad did.
2. Mom did.
3. Grandfather set up an annuity.

4. Got an athletic scholarship.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.

Don’t want to go into the army.
Hear its a good time.
Friends expect it.
Like the campus.
Looking for a mate.
Don’t want to work yet.
Want to be collegiate.
Want a class ring.
Degree looks good on employment
form.
14. Want to join a fraternity or sorority.
15. Like their football team.

16. Friends go there.
17. Get free tickets to game.
18. Dad will be proud.

ATTN
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46. Meet Fred Jackson.
47. Meet McGraw.

48. Get “Beat.”
49. Learn to spell.
50. Meet engineers.
These are just part of the reasons why
some people go to school or should I say
college.

Look at the graduates of days past.
The university graduate was an esteemed
man of the community. He wore medals
to show off his excellence in certain
scholastic fields. He was usually a member of high society and had no problems

finding a job or a wife.
But let us remember that we can’t
project the past into the present. The
thing we want is not the person but his
kind of mind. Could you possibly imagine
going to a university where everybody
studied? Dull, you say! There would be
no time for fun! I say you would still

have the fun but you would enjoy it
more.
Let’s look at the university system
as it exists today.
Dear old Harvard, one of our oldest
universities, is looked up to for the type
of student they graduate. Is he really
OK? He makes a nice appearance but

so would Doberman in a $200 imported,
4 button, English tweed. Some of Harvard’s biggest problems are turning out
enough radicals, keeping the ivy green,
beating Yale, storming Vassar, and keeping the coxswain happy.
Move down to the University of Miami
(Fla.) where the Orange Bowl is kept
clean. So are the students with their 4

outdoor swimming pools. They turn out
a student who is brazenly tanned—an
idol of phys. ed. majors, a diploma with

a Bachelor of Science and a Sun-Kist
stamped on it.

what an engineer looks like—Georgia
Tech just doesn’t have engineers.
Now to one of our favorites—that

band of universities strung through the
Midwest—the Big 10. This clique says
nothing is as good as Big 10. After surveying these schools, one wonders where
the money comes from. This is another
subject entirely. We could get into graft,
corruption, politics, robbery, but everyone knows who pays for these facilities.
Whenever I am on a Big 10 campus,
I wonder where the guests check in. I
can see the catalogue they send to their
prospective students (guests):
Your
home away from home in beautiful Badgerland, Buckeyeland, Hoosierland and
so on. Our facilities are unequaled. Two
complete golf courses, 14 guest houses
(mixed or unmixed), swimming, tennis,
etc. Get in on this quick — there are

few reservations left. Fly into our private airport or come by sceni-train with
limousine service to the door. The rates
are reasonable for quarter, semester, or
year. If you can’t decide how long you
will be here, we will be happy to refund
amounts paid on a yearly basis. Some
of our guests stay for 4 years, some for

less. The activities arranged by our
social director are just waiting for you.
The fall season is occupied with football
games, hayrides, nature studies, and
just plain meeting people. The winter
season is chock full of such goodies as
basketball games, dances, and just plain
saying goodbye to some of our fall
guests. The spring season is devoted to
unattended love, engagements, pinnings,
and marriages. The summer season is
our clean-up time. Most of our guests
leave so that they can rest up, get
money, go home and lie about their
sordid behavior; of course, always look-

Then I gess ya’ll don’t mind if’n we

ing forward to another strong fall sea-

move up to Georgia Tech. Home of the
Ramblin’ ’recks—the Engineers who

son. One of our biggest occasions is what
we call “Homecoming.” At this time, all
of our past guests and friends are invited
back for a charming weekend. There is
(Continued on Page 22)

couldn’t build a bridge but could beat
any team in the South in football. In
your own mind, you develop an idea of

by HELEN HARRIET O’MARA
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Willie Jackson lay in a state of merciful half-consciousness, the expression
on his face one of torment. In the brief
intervals of full consciousness, the expression was one of frenzy. When his
features intimated a veer toward consciousness, the nurse bent down close
to the bandaged head and said loudly
(for it seems to be that an ordinary
tone in such circumstances cannot be
heard), “You don’t have to fight any
more, Willie.”
Slowly the labored respirations deepened, the eyes opened and one could see
bewilderment, puzzlement, and something indefinable there; but there was
reason, too. The phrase was repeated
and then a strangely wonderful thing
happened: a slow smile began in the
eyes and illumined the tortured features,
erasing the torment that had held this
man captive because of the unthinking
humans around him. The nurse put one
hand firmly on his shoulder and smiled
at him, and with the sigh of a tired
child, he slept peacefully. Willie need
not fight again.
When the nurse first saw Jackson,
she put him down as a troublemaker.
There seemed justifiable foundation for
this conclusion, especially when the
story of unmitigated violence was unfolded. One would think that a person
catapulted into silence and motionlessness by a blow from a length of lead
pipe would offer no more trouble. But
not Willie. After he had been brought
to the hospital and put into bed, every
attempt to do more than to dress the
bleeding headwound was thwarted by
the man’s resistance to any physical
approach to him. Every time an attempt

was made to get Willie to X-ray, five
able men were forced to flatten him
on his bed, for he tried vainly to get

above his fuzzy half-world. This man
was a niggling agitator from the beginning. So had decided the nurse.

6
Still, no point in adding fuel to the
fire—may as well agree with him—for

the sake of peace and quiet. So she assured the man as she noted his determined struggle to a reasoning state of

mind.
But the quiet sleep shortly changed

its pattern, for muttering became coherent from time to time and in these
intervals Willie was helpless in reliving the highlights of his life.
Now he was six years old and he was
crying broken-heartedly. The kids had

laughed at him and told him to go home
because his big hands got in their way.
His grandmother held him close, as the
child—and the man—sobbed, “WHY are
my hands so BIG, Gram?” and the dream
brought the answer from one wise in
the pity of her years, “Because they
have big things to do when you get big,
Willie.”” And later in the dream, he was
finishing high school, bitterly watching
the gay-hearted graduates pairing off
for the dance—but he had no partner.
Girls’ faces froze at the very sight of
his hands: the same old story, not
helped, either, by the nickname that had
followed him from the fifth grade,
‘“Hamhands.”

And a softness filled the face on the
pillow
“Yes,
hands
laugh

as the lips fashioned the words,
Gram, I will, I HAVE made my
clever and I HAVE learned to
with the guys—but I'll go away

now.” And the tortured mind kaleidoscoped the years in the Armed Forces,

believing in the ability of his hands and
believing, too, with an almost desperate

hope, that he would not mind so much
if just the men were to joke about his
hands. Willie found himself, almost.
Almost.
As the nurse repeated to herself,

“Almost,” she, too, reflected on the
story of the night of violence, as she
looked at the soiled-bandaged head, the
stained face and the stained hands, so
strongly revealing against the whiteness

of the pillow.

The nickname ‘“Hamhands” was not
without justification, literally speaking,
for Willie’s hands, although perfectly
proportioned, were huge. The palm of
one hand was as broad as the two of
the nurse’s placed side by side. These
hands of grotesque size, even though
Willie was six feet tall, destroyed the
symmetry of the well-conditioned body.
They were hands that were almost a

legend because of their ability to fashion
patterns of intricate design in both wood
and metal; hand that could so gently
check a small child’s fall; hands that

could so dextrously perform the most
delicate assembling of machine parts;
but hands that would obliterate another
in a handshake and hands that could,
in fun, easily lift another six footer on
the Air Base.
The episode of violence had its beginning, really, in the Airmen’s Club
several nights before. Most of the squadron gathered there on a Friday night
when the mollifying attributes of the
club were most welcome. This Friday
night was no exception and Willie was
one of the patrons. Willie could drink
moderately without any untoward effects and usually did. His disposition
sometimes did become argumentative,
this has to be admitted, but although
at such times more trouble might well
have been in the offing, Willie never
stayed around long enough to bring this
about. However last night, Willie had
reached the saturation-point of his
silent suffering. After the usual gettogether at the bar, he suddenly took
a quick turn toward the door, hesitated
just a fraction of a second, then quietly
walked out of the club.
Mike Connors saw his friend leaving;
noticed, too, the absence of the usual

genial look on Willie’s face. Mike was
suddenly uneasy about it and casually
followed Willie as he left the club.
Willie’s friends were legion and Mike
was one of them.

(Continued on Page 23)
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by NICK KAMIN

bits of information into an encompassing sphere of a workable hypothesis. It

is with these limitations in mind that

Editor’s note: The work of this author
is well known in many scientific circles.

the question of the ameriks is now dis-

It is with the purpose of edification

cussed.

that we present a portion of a chapter

The ameriks were a prominent form
of life during the Springer Epoch.
Footnote: The ameriks are a definite
branch of the species Bastid. However,
because of the dominance of this par-

from his latest book, Life in Retrospect,
available from Heedless Publishers at a
minimal cost.
Recent advances in geology and archeology have afforded us with a great
wealth of new knowledge and have given
us the keys with which to unlock dark
mysteries of the past. The Carbon and
the Oxygen Isotope methods of dating,
plus the newly perfected C2H50H
method, have given researchers needed
tools with which to accurately place
fossil finds and geological events in
their proper chronological sequence. Our
broadening understanding of society and
of the functionings of evolution and
mutation has enabled antiquisociologists

to outline whole civilizations on the
skimpiest of evidence.
But science, by definition, is limited,
for if all the truths were known, there
would be no need of the organized

sciences. Generalities may be stated,
but details may be lacking. Contrariwise,
it may be impossible to link isolated

ticular sub-species, the entire species of
the Bastids is now commonly referred
to as ameriks. Although this chapter
deals primarily with the ameriks, many
of the descriptions and characteristics
listed are applicable to the Bastids as a
whole.
It is not to be assumed that this
prominence was due to their great number, for although they multiplied rapidly

and fossils of them are to be found in
nearly all climes and locales, at no time
did they ever exceed the population of
certain crustaceans and insects. Furthermore, their size was not extraordinary.
Many other animals of the period attained a weight and size far in excess
of the ameriks. What is remarkable,
however, is their close approximation
of intelligence.

The ameriks lived in large clusters or
(Continued on Page 24)
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As early as the year 1000, the fundamental form of the pipe organ had been
established; further developments merely perfected and refined its mechanical
features. The Church early took for her

own the solemn and inspiring instrument, and medieval monks were ot the
least important contributors to the evo-

lution of its design. In addition, every

by AUGUST K. DRABKIN
Temple of Tone art thou! The shrine

supreme
Of sound’s mysterious powers and richest

gifts;
God-given thought alone could have inspired
The human mind to frame so grand a

work!
Great Organ—Monarch of all Instruments.

—GEORGE ASHDOWNE AUDSLEY
These lines, written by a man whom
posterity honors more for his contribu-

tions to the art of organ design than
for his poetry, reflect an attitude that

country of Europe had its great organ
builders, organ composers, and organists,
In the middle of the eighteenth century, the organ was at its height. It
had attained a level of development as
near to artistic perfection as a musical
instrument can come. The compositions
of Bach, Buxtehude, and Pachelbel
showed off its potentialities and proclaimed its glory to the world.
When, shortly after, in the time of
Mozart, romanticism invaded music, the
organ fell upon evil days. The abandonment of form in favor of effect was not
slow to exert its influence upon the
king of the instruments of musical expression. Soft, passionate sounds were
substituted for resounding, incisive tone
colors; the romanticists changed the

heady wine of classical organ music for
honey of cloying sweetness. Later years
saw a further degradation of the instrument—it was adapted to provide dance
music in ballroom, and equipped with

absurd mechanical devices to serve as
background and effects for silent motion
pictures.

for ten centuries prevailed among all

Thus we see the first major reason

civilized nations. Until quite recently,
men of every civilized race thrilled to
the grandeur and majesty of the mighty
organ, and acknowledged its tonal
supremacy over the smaller instruments.
But during the past quarter-century, the
organ has suffered a steady decline in

why modern society displays such a lack
of interest in an object that once en-

popularity; the noblest, most versatile
and most magnificent of all musical instruments has fallen into disregard. Why

A second factor is the difficulty of
establishing and maintaining an organ
under the circumstances requisite for

is organ music so little to the taste of

the proper realization of its potentiali-

modern man? To answer this question,

ties. There is great initial expense, and

let us turn first to history.

gaged the attention of every lover of
the beautiful: the organ has virtually
lost its classical identity, and scarcely
anyone today has the correct view of
what true organ music is.

(Continued on Page 25)

by The Three Harnbod Monsters:
HARTLAGE, ARNOLD, and “BODY”
For the benefit of those who live off
campus we have decided to reveal the
methods behind our notorious Harnbod
Housekeeping. There are two general
principles:
1) “Efficiency” and “convenience” are
the bywords. This means that such frills
as “cleanliness” and “sanitation” are
expendable.
2) Our motto is “Let sleeping dogs
(and rats, roaches, bedbugs, etc.) lie.”

Let us illustrate these principles as

hi x
sd
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b

a

a

D>
i

scientifically applied to several rooms
of the apartment we infest.
First, the most important room, the
kitchen: The most pressing need here
was to cover the hole in the East wall.
Lest we appear unduly concerned about
appearances, we hasten to explain that
it was necessary to block the draft from
said hole, which threatened to chill our’
swarm of pet fruit flies. When you
have the same culture of flies around
for months, you grow quite attached to
them.
All this fittingly prefaces mention of
that marvel of creative ingenuity, the
scientifically engineered Harnbod Garbage Dump. It comprises three con-

tainers: one for garbage, one for cans
and bottles, and one for burnables.
Unfortunately, none of the three seem
quite adequate to contain the two
months’ debris between housecleaning.
The resulting “waste-high” mass eventually shows stirrings of life. We’ve often
suspected this to be the source of The
Blob.
It’s not the flies, roaches, and occa-

sional salamanders in the Garbage Dump
that bothers us. It’s the rats who rustle
and stomp through it in the wee hours

of the morning. Sometimes they wake
us in time for 8:00 class—unforgivable!

When the situation becomes intolerable,
one of us decides something must be
done about that Garbage Dump. Accord-

10
ingly, he posts a sign:
Notice to All Basement Rats:
This Garbage Pile Will Be

Closed to Foraging
Between 2:00 and 7:00 A.M.
Once we considered a more direct attack on the problem: exterminating the
rats. But we rejected that idea for two

reasons:
1) They far outnumber us and we
hesitate to anger them.

2) They are handy for cleaning the
floor, a job we never attempt.
Unfortunately, they cannot reach the
table top to handle that job for us, and
the sludge does coat on rather thick
at times. In such circumstances, we im-

port a herd of roaches from the living
room waste basket.
There is one drawback to

“roach-

cleaning”: while dutifully gobbling the
toxic crust, most of them die in the line
of duty. We lose more good roaches
that way.

We have discovered three easy ways
to handle dirty dishes:
1) Break them.
2) Leave them for some one else to
wash.

3) Pile them in the sink to ferment
until needed.
The first method we find rather ex-

pensive. The second shows promise, but
the third is our favorite. Maybe that is
why our sink often resembles The Great
Okefenokee Swamp.
While we are on the subject of
kitchens, we must describe Harnbod
cooking.
Breakfast should take no more than

three minutes to prepare. Grease for
eggs conveniently waits in our nevercleaned skillets. Our kitchen’ sports
every known kind of grease, lending the

eggs a different flavor each morning.
The quickest way to cook eggs is what
we call our bank method. Merely position

the skillet on a burner near a wall and
bank the eggs off said wall. The gritty

shells develop strong teeth.

Lunch poses no problem, either. The
hardest part in its preparation is scraping the accumulated crust off the table
to make lebensraum.
Sandwiches are the most versatile

form of lunch. An effective one can be
fashioned from anything found in a
kitchen, such as raisins, sliced apples,
cheese, and braunschweiger; or lettuce,
peanut butter, bananas, and catsup.
Dainty eaters might prefer our lite-bite
special—a wretched paste of left-over
peas and grape jelly between soggy
crackers.
For those lucky enough to have gas
stoves, try this exciting lunch time
treat: turn the burner on high and have
a weiner roast. You even generate a
thick fog of carbonized wiener for atmosphere.
For supper we sometimes enjoy that
gastronomical treat, broiled steak a la

sludge. Since our broiler doubles as a
rat‘s nest, we can prepare this dish
only a few times a month. The timing

is just right, though, since it takes about
two weeks’ fermentation for the sludge
to arrive at the correct fetidity.

To ferment a good sludge one must
observe these precautions:
1) Cook the tar out of some meat
and strain off the blackened remains.
2) The light-brown, slimy, viscous
matter that is left starts your culture.
Don’t cover or protect it in any manner.
In other words, let it rot.
3) Your sense of smell will tell you
when it’s ready.
Finally, broil a steak in the mess and
swear up and down you had nothing
to do with it.
Three general rules guide our cooking technique from day to day. Keep
them in mind and you may become a

Harnbod monster:
1) Suspect all recipes. We have found
that most corn bread recipes are actually
wall plaster formulae.
2) When serving the results of your
(Continued on Page 26)
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by ROG AND ROB
Jack Schad was the meanest, toughest,

thirstiest hombre west of the Pecos and
he told Mike so. Mike, the only bartender in the only saloon in the only
stopover between Raw Gulch and Toredo,

nodded knowingly and placed the bottle
of redeye on the
customr.
Schad gargled a
tively and sprawled
“T got me a Mex,
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table for his only
mouthful appreciaback in his chair.
yesterday.”

“That so?” Mike was behind the bar
again, polishing his glassware.
‘Durn right I did.” Schad chortled.
He glanced around the saloon, wishfully
expecting an audience to gather. No
audience gathered. Schad was mildly
irritated by the emptiness of the place.
He and Mike were the only two present.
There would not be another soul until
the evening stage from Toredo joggled
in. Schad loved to boast and, most especially, loved to boast to large audiences.
Mike, Schad decided, would have to

want to hear this story or not?”
“Sure, I do,” Mike said indifferently.
“Good. Well, this Mex stole some gimcracks up in Hondo, stuff like them
cheap beads what Indian squaws wear,
and we went out hunting for him.” Schad

swelled noticeably. ‘Well, I got a little
thirsty, so I walks into this cantino.
Well, sir, I walks in with my big Buntline Special bobbing on my hip...”

Schad was interrupted by the opening
of the door. The hot desert air blew in
a cloud of dust anda shriveled, little
man dressed in black city clothes. The

little man scurried in, brushing the dust
from his vest.

Here, Schad figured, wasa likely audience if he had ever seen one. ‘Where
you headin’, stranger?” he boomed.

The stranger looked up. ‘Nowhere in
particular, I’m afraid.”

“Well, I got him, all right,’’ Schad

“Where you been?”
The stranger shrugged.
“Well, from the looks of your clothes,”
hazarded Schad, “I’d say you’re maybe
from Philadelfy or Noo York.”
“T’ve been there,” the little man replied matter-of-factly.

asserted. Mike casually wiped a shot
glass. Schad took a second swig and

“What’ll you have?” Mike asked.
The stranger meditated and finally

suffice.

glowered at the bartender. “Say, do you

(Continued on Page 27)
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PILGH

by ANDREA SEIVER

PROLOGUE
Never rest.
It is a world of pilgrims, and we may not pause
Because of the hunger of our restless heart
Is unending.
What of such men who are never satisfied?
Why this ceaseless quest?
Where are we going?
Seeking what?
We seek to be born again.
We seek a new Life—not in a sorrowful world,
But in one of hope for joy that is to come—
So men are pilgrims.
There are some who look for they know not what
And there are some who despair of having their heart’s peace.
But once, long ago
There was one
—One most blessed, who found this peace—
A Woman.
A woman journeyed to find the Godhead
And she gave birth to the new Life
That stills our craving.

So, following the tireless steps of Mary,
We too can find the new birth that we seek
—The eternal Christmas.

Jerusalem
She wasa little child and fair
When they sent her off to the Holy City

Jerusalem.
What reason to take her from the home
Where babyhood still lisped its prayers,
Tended by loving hands?
And why from the warm home-nest send
The fledgling, trembling, to the awesome presence of
The Almighty?

Yet it was fit that Mary make this journey
To prepare her heart, to teach her soul to listen,

And learn within His Temple
The things of God.
So the soul newborn in grace must seek

Outside itself and find the Holy Place
To know Him.

And Mary returned.
Sometime, as a young girl, she came back to Nazareth
And brought the secret soul-life
That grew within her every day,
And colored all her acts.

Yet none thought her different; she was one of the village girls.
Nazareth was a small town;
Everybody knew everybody—or thought they did.
They all knew Mary, though they knew her not.
Perhaps they called her “quiet”, “shy”
But those with heartaches found her one
Who listened.

And those rejoicing saw sunbeams
In her eyes.

So she lived, a small-town life, often humdrum

Yet fed by that inner excitement and peace
Of knowing God.
So she lived, among her neighbors, yet treasuring up

The secrets she had found within the Temple
And had brought back to Nazareth.

So she lived until the time was ready
And the words of ages for the first time spoken:

Hail, full of grace
The Lord is with thee.

Ain-Karem
Another journey awaited Mary,
Not, as the first had been, to solitude with God
But to men.
And Mary, rising up in those days,
Went with haste into the hill country
Into a city of Juda...
The journey, often long,
Was tedious for a woman with child
But Mary rejoiced all the way
Feeling the God-life
Quicken in her. How the sun shone
As if with joy to greet its Saviour
Making His first journey through the land
With His Mother!
How the fields of grass rippled, and the unfeeling rocks
trembled as she passed,
Woman with child only, yet holding the Universe.
How the first bright flowers of spring blushed
To be compared with the loveliness
Of her face!
Ain-Karem. Nestled in the hills of Juda.
We would call it a crude, backward town of the provinces,
For the men there were uncultivated and rough
The women had no leisure, no cosmetics;

Yet it is known
That folk who live on hills can see far,
And two of them were given a vision

Of the Messiah.
For Mary, carrying the God-child in her
Brought Him to men and among them,
As she has ever done. Elizabeth and the unborn John
Recognized their Lord,
And Mary rejoiced at this heavenly sign:
My soul doth magnify the Lord.

But stop! How can the Lord be magnified,
He Who is so great, the Infinite?
Rather say He is so great

That our poor eyes can little comprehend Him;
And Mary, God’s own lens, has brought the infinite rays
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Into sharp focus and given to us
An Image.
A human Image we can understand and touch
And speak to tenderly.
And yet she magnifies the Lord
For, like a prism, she catches
His beam of strong white Light and scatters it
To many points in many colors.

So Mary in her second journey,
Though still herself not wholly possessing Him,
Carried God among the people.

‘Bethlehem
And it came to pass that in those days
There went out a decree from Caesar Augustus
That all the world should be enrolled .. .
And Joseph went up .. . to the city of David
which is called Bethlehem
To be enrolled with Mary his espoused wife
Who was with child.
Once again, the beckoning finger
Of the Most High
Leads a trusting woman. And this third journey
Is not to mere preparation for the things of God,
Nor yet to the carrying of God among men,
It leads to God Himself.
She goes not to the Temple, nor to a home of men,
But to a stable, a cave dug in the side of a hill,
A cave such as shepherds use to shelter their beasts.
A crude, humble shelter
Not fit for the King of kings,

But for the Man of Sorrows, outcast from His people,
rejected and unknown

A fit abode.
Yet how right it is! Did one never see
That as man, beginning life upon this earth, first dwelt in caves.

So the new Life of the world should begin
In a cave?

And she brought forth her first-born son

And wrapped Him up in swaddling clothes
And laid Him in a manger
What wonderful mystery is this
That puts God in a woman’s arms?
Yet Mary does not keep Him in her arms.
Even now she knows He will be taken from her.
She cannot hold Him close to her forever
And so her act is a symbol.
She places Him in a manger as a sacrifice
And now the first time feels

The shadow of the Cross.
Yet behind that shadow shines the light of glory,
And so the world rejoices on this night.
The shepherds say to one another:

Let us go over to Bethlehem
And see this thing which is come to pass.
From the East comes seekers after truth:
We have seen his star in the east
And are come to adore him.
The skies amaze themselves with echoes
Of angel voices;
And the stars, grown old with looking down upon men’s sorrows,
Do they not dance tonight, with a faint sound

Of twinkling laughter?
Yes, the stars with all the universe are glad,
Knowing that men now in despair will come and see
The Saviour that is born.
The road led Mary to the silence of a cave.
That road we too shall follow;
And we, like her, shall find her Son

The journey’s End.

by FRANCISCO X. TEGUEIRA
Language is the means of expression that permit us to transmit our
ideas in an orderly fashion. It is indeed
our oldest heirloom, it has been handed
down to us through the centuries. The

origin of words can be traced five or
six thousand years; the most primitive
speech that we can deduce has been
labeled as “Indo-European,” because it
has both Indic and European branches.
There is a Latin branch from which
Italian, Spanish, French, Portuguese
and Rumanian are derived; a Germanic
branch that includes English, German,
Danish, Dutch, Swedish and Norwegian.
The Celtic branch embraces Welsh, Irish
and Breton; the Slavic takes in Russian, Polish, Czech, Bulgar and Serb.
In addition, Indo-European contains
Lithuanian, Persian, Greek, Armenian

English is based mainly in the Germanic branch. It was developed by the
Briton, Angle and Saxon tribes which

inhabited the British Isles. After a few
centuries, the combined dialects started

to have the weight and formality of a
full-fledged language. This advancement
took a long time, due to the ignorance
of the tribes. The final step came with
the invasion of fhe Roman legions.
While the culture of the British Isles
was still in its embryo, the Roman Empire was at its peak. Caesar had conquered all of what we today call Europe,
Greece, Persia and the north of Africa.
The greatness of the Roman Empire
caused the diffussion of culture throughout such a vast empire. Upon the arrival
of the Romans in the British Isles, the
ignorant tribes were brought on to a
higher level of culture and were taught
many sciences and arts.

and an endless number of dialects that

The proof of the Latin influences on

have been derived from Ancient Sanskrit.
As you can readily see, the two languages with which I am concerned right

these tribes lies in their language. It

was at that time that these people introduced to their language many Latin

now, English and Spanish, fall under
different branches but it so happens

Spanish on the other hand comes
strictly from Latin. The tribes that

that they can be compared.

originally inhabitated Spain were the

words.
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cousins of the Latins, the tribe that
settled on the banks of the Po River in
Italy. Hence, the basic idiom of both
tribes was the same. Since the branch

be a difference in the language itself
and in the way of expressing the language of both people.
The words of the English language

of the tribe that settled in Italy was

follow the same pattern of the character of that people. They are strict

closer to Greece, which at that time
was at its peak, they grew and developed
culture faster. After a few centuries of
rather fast development these tribes became the greatest empire that the world
had seen, the Roman Empire.
The tribes that settled in Spain re-

mained dormant, but after being conquered by the Romans they acquired
culture rather quickly and the Spanish
language was developed.
Now we can readily see the connec-

tion between English and Spanish. The
bond that ties the two languages is
Latin, both by the absorption of Latin
culture and the acquirement of idiomatic
expressions and words.
Getting away from the roots of both
languages, we can consider the reasons
why both languages diverged in such
opposite ways. This, of course, is that

the difference in character between two
people has an effect on their way of
expression. The difference of character

is due to the environment. The environ-

and to the point with the precision of
a clock. The words of the Spanish language are completely different. They
have a more flexible meaning and can
be shaped almost at will.
The way of expressing the languages

is also an effect of the difference in
character. For example, when I get an
idea and try to say it in English, it
takes me twice as many words as it
would take an English speaking person
to express the same idea. If this person
knew Spanish also, he would express
an idea with the least possible words.
On the other hand, I would extend the
idea, tell an anecdote and gesture with

the face and the hands.
These are, in a nutshell, the likenesses and unlikenesses between Eng-

lish and Spanish. It can be clearly seen
that even though their roots are different, due to the Latin influence on
English, they both can be compared to
some extent.

ment of the Anglo-Saxons and Britons,
or the Germanic branch in general,
caused them to be more strict, reserved,
thoughtful and less expressive. This was
brought about by the inaccessability of
outdoor life that develops in the people,
the love of nature, the desire to enjoy
it and to procreate this desire.

On the other hand the environment
of the Spanish was completely opposite
to that of the Nordics. The Spanish

lived in a land of sunshine, they were
in close contact with nature, enjoyed

and procreated the desire to enjoy it;
thus causing them to be less reserved,
more expressive and loose.
The difference in character evidently
produced a different way of expression,
for one expresses one’s.
character
through speaking. Hence, there must
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Review Corner

Dr. ZHIVAGO
Reviewed by
C. R. GRILLIOT, S.M.

a heart attack aboard a bus, Dr. Zhivago breathes his last in the streets of
Moscow.
Epic in scope, Dr. Zhivago provides 2
brilliant expose of the minute nuances
of thought of a doctor toward the Russian revolutions, particularly, and to-

ward life in general. With a poetic soul

sian officialdom like a Molotov cocktail.
Despite prohibition by the Communist
bureau of censorship for a Russian edition of Dr. Zhivago, Italian publisher,
Feltrinelli succeeded in bootlegging an

and an analytic mind, Dr. Zhivago remains to the reader a lviing person and
the myriad political and philosophical
ideologies of the Russian scene.
Careful not to allow his characters to
devolve into mere puppets of propaganda, Pasternak commands equal restraint in not permitting Dr. Zhivago’s
adventures into the worlds of medicine

“unauthorized” translation. No doubt

and art to assume undue importance so

these confounding circumstances have
been a contributing factor to the aura

as to put out of focus Yuri Zhivago,
the man.
If Edith Wharton could state through
one of her characters in the Age of
Innocence that “the air of ideas is the
only air worth breathing,” Pasternak
demonstrates a markedly Russian penchant for a more “‘idea-ized”’ atmosphere,

Nobel Prize nominee for the novel,

Boris Pasternak’s Dr. Zhivago hit Rus-

of popularity surrounding its publication.
Dr. Zhivago features the life story of
Yuri Zhivago, medical student during
the Decembrist riots of 1905. Yuri graduates and marries Tonia, a former childhood friend. While serving in World
War I, Dr. Zhivago met a volunteer
nurse, Lara, who had come to the front
lines seeking her husband, missing-inaction, but thought to be dead.
Dr. Zhivago returns home to his
family during the height of the October
revolution. Seeking refuge for his family, they travel by train to Urals. Here
they live contentedly for a brief period.
By chance, Yuri meets Lara, who he
continues to visit, on some pretext or
other, until one day he is seized, taken
captive, and forced into service as a

medic for the Red reactionaries fighting
the White armies in Siberia.
At the end of the civil strife Dr.

Zhivago escapes his forced labor and
returns home, only to find his family
deported from Russia. His fascination
for Lara glows with new luster, and
she nurses him back to health.

Dr. Zhivago, like the intellectual Colossus of the seventeenth century, Sam
Johnson, propounds on all phases of life
in animated discussion. As Pasternak
comments on Zhivago’s conversation
with a former Red leader, ‘They talked
as only Russians in Russia can talk.”

Difficult to swallow may be Dr. Zhivago’s idealistic sympathy for the revolution contrasted with his real detestation for revolutionaries who knew nothing but revolt as seen in a leader of the
Forest Brotherhood, who ironically, reminds Yuri of the mistress, idealism,
who held sway over him in his youth.
The source of this intellectual sympathy
lies somewhere with that 19th century
zeal of the socialists who attempted,

however vainly, to curb “the brute insolence of money, to save the human dig-

Finally, Lara leaves him for a more
suitable way of life, and Yuri Zhivago

nity of the poor.”
Pasternak’s plot pieced together like
an ornate quilt with over all design

survives as a hack writer. Stricken with

lacks, at times, the emotional stimulus,

or plot step, so necessary to keep the
story moving, like an old woman weary
with work until she finds the exact cut
of silk saffron to color her patterned
quilt.

Naturally enough, Dr. Zhivago suffered stylistically in translation as one
who jerks along the main line of an
out-moded train to Siberia, thrilled occasionally by patches of wintry wonder,
but continually jarred to consciousness
by the recollection of the power of gliding along on the more modern “stream-

lines.”
Much of the climactic impact of the
story wanes in the impending doom of
these “terrible years,’ which hovers
throughout the plot, like a dark cloud.
This deleterious force of total subjection
to an anarchic and servile state reduces

the heroes propensities to a policy of

non-resistance, thus giving to his dramatic struggle for survival the sugges

tion of a fatalistic “fix.”
Powerful and pernicious as_ these
forces appear, Dr. Zhivago does not
succumb. Triumphant, if only in spirit,
Yuri Zhivago finds release in creative
endeavor. “And his own ideas and notes

also brought him joy, a tragic joy.”

“go that every work of art, including tragedy expresses the joy of
existence.”
Distilled from the alembic of creating
his genius, Pasternak has conceived and
brought forth an artefact, significant in

subject matter, richly symbolic in its

themistic message, and artistic in its
complex structural design.

Dr. Zhivago, amidst universal and
popular acclaim, will appeal, especially
among the more liberal literatti who
may find in the poet, scholar an archtype of the modern intellectual.

However, only the testament of time
can adequatly appraise

and establish

Boris Pasternak among the Immortals—

Dostoyevski,
Pushkin—in
fame.

Tolstoy,
Russia’s

Turgenev,
literary

and

hall of

Numbers Up
by JAMES J. CARLETON
“Good morning, Lieutenant. Go right
in, the Colonel is expecting you.”
“Thanks.”
“Good morning, Fred, have a seat.

I’ve got a special mission for you.” At
that the Colonel leaned over a map of
his position somewhere in Korea, and
continued. “Here is our headquarters
and here are our front lines.” His stubby

finger

pointed to the

implacements.

“About two miles north of us, separating
us from our lines, is a farm house just
off of the main road. Some Commies are
holed up in there stopping our supply
lines. It is your job to clean them out.
Take five men and whatever weapons
you need. Clear?’ At this he looked at
me with stern, tired eyes.
“Yes, sir,’ I replied.
“Fine. You leave in three hours. Good

luck.”
I got up and left the room for my tent.
Already an hour has passed by and
I still sit looking at a blank piece of
paper. A paper which is to be a letter
to my wife whom I have not seen in
almost a year, and to my son whom I
have never seen.
My name is Fred J. Mason, 1st Lieutenant, serial number RA_ 15560985,
United States Army. I’ve been in this
dump they call Korea for ten months
now, ten months too long. The war
should have been over by Christmas of
1950 but the Chinese Reds intervened,
so here I (still) am. However, I feel
that I am about ready to leave, that my
number is up. How do you write to your
family and tell them that you are going
to die? How do you start? Thus far I
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have but the heading: “Dear Nancy and
Fred Jr.” Should I tell them that I love
them, and that I miss them, that they
won’t see me anymore? Or shouldI tell
them that everything is fine and that
I'll be home soon? Let Uncle Sam send
the telegram stating, “Missing in action.”
It’s funny how you recall the little
things that have happened when you
know that your time is near. The little

things like the last time you had a chocolate bar, a swim, the men from your
company. There was the hillbilly from
Tennessee, Joe Johnson. A heavy little
fellow that had such a drawl you’d swear

he didn’t know English. One day Joe
came in and gave us his harmonica. He
told me that he wouldn’t be needing it
anymore and asked me to send it back
to his brother. Joe valued that beat-up
old mouth organ more than his own life.

Then there was Tex. Herbert Alexander Fountain. Tex was a big man, tall,
dark and strong. He always claimed

that his old man wasa rich oil man
and that he made Tex join the Army
for a little exercise. Tex always had tall
tales, like the story about the horseshoe

that he carried around. It seemed that
one day Tex’s pet horse threw a shoe,
and where it landed Tex struck oil. Anyhow, Tex stopped in to see me one day

before he was to head for the front
lines. He gave me the shoe and told me
to keep it as a good luck piece. That

was the last I saw of him.
And finally, only a few days ago
“Poet” stopped by. “Poet” was the nick-

name that the fellows gave Albert Sickney, because he was always reading
books of poems, and at times he composed a few stanzas of his own. The
“Poet” asked me to send a notebook
that he had to his mother. The book
contained some of his works, among
them this little epic:

The planes they scored,
The wounded for the medics cried
Others didn’t have to, for they had died.
Through mines they walked,
It was a bloody hell,

No one squawked, some went, some fell.
But war is misery and till it ends,
We'll have to say so long to a lot of

friends.”
The little fellow had a lot of sense.
He should have stayed in that little

town in Illinois instead of dying here
in Korea. His poor mother would be
alone now.
And so it was, somehow each of these
men knew that their time had come, a
feeling that is impossible to shrug off.

And now I know what they had felt.
How could I put these feelings into
words for my family.
Time for departure was near so I
rushed off a short letter. I explained
that I wouldn’t be home again and that

Fred Jr. should be brought up to love
his fellow man, not hate him.
“Time to move out sir,” said Corporal
Jennings.
“Yeah. If I don’t come back, send this
to my wife.” I handed him the letter,
picked up my gear and left.

My five volunteers were waiting and
we headed down the road to our objective, (and my end).
As we approached the farm house we
dispersed as was previously planned.
Three men would circle around the back
and the remainder would hit the front.
In exactly twenty minutes everyone

should be in position. The man with the
rocket launcher would open up on the
front of the house while the rest would

let loose with hand grenades and rifles.
At 0900 firing began. There seemed to
be a Commie at every nook and crevice
of that house. We had the element of
surprise but the Reds had the fortifica-

“The battle started,
The guns they roared,

tions. The battle raged for almost thirty
minutes, machine gun bullets pouring

The troops departed,

out of the house. And then the man with
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the 3.5 inch must have scored a direct

hit on the ammunition supply for there
was a tremendous explosion and then

silence. We waited—five, ten, fifteen
minutes. Cautiously I got up and crept
toward the doorway. Suddenly, in the
shine of the morning sun I saw the
glitter of a rifle barrel. I dropped to
the ground, at the same time opening
up with the MI. The Commie fell through
the door.
As we looked for identification of the
dead I checked the dog tag of the man
that almost got me. It read Chan Ying,
1st Lieutenant, RA 15560985.
Numbers Up.

FIGHT FOR DEAR OLD SLIPPERY R.
(Continued from Page 4)
the football game, informal teas, handshaking, a little tear, a fond glance over
the shoulder, a wistful grin at the old
places, then a rip-snortin, bang-up, all
night drunk. Guests will be guests! Until we can see you at our charming little
place—good luck!
“P.S. I forgot to mention at our establishment we offer certain studies which
can be worked conveniently into your
schedule on a personal basis. Eventually
these studies quite possibly may lead to
a degree in Arts, Business, Education,
Science, Engineering. I am sure there
are other degrees but these are the most

common and convenient. If we may be
of service to you, kindly write to the
Director of Academic Information Quod

Urbi In Regem Insolve, P.O. Box 100.
Or better yet make it DAQUIRI, P.O.

Box 100.”
What are some of the problems in the
Big 10?
Well, let’s see, there’s the fight for

League, who’s going to the Rose Bowl,
how to control student gambling, and
how are they going to move Ft. Lauderdale closer?
Let’s not dwell too long on the Big 10
for there are many other interesting
places.
Some of these very small colleges are

a study in themselves. There must be
some reason for their existence. It seems
like the popular thing to start a college.
This truly is a good business and it’s
bound to get better. Think of the specialization in these colleges—race, creed,
color, religion, money, fields of study,
region, occupation, kind of teacher, etc.
We might see the day when colleges get
so specialized that because of your personality, there will be one particular
college you must go to.
Small colleges are nice. You have a
nice, clean, wholesome time. Way out
in the country, untouched by the
ravishes of time. Your little customs can
carry on for years. But don’t think this
is unique, the monks have been doing
this for centuries.
Let’s dwell awhile on your own particular Alma Mater, wherever it is.
While going through college you have
a good time. You should have because
you’re sheltered by the motherly arms

of the college.

Being sheltered isn’t

enough though, your personality has to
be expressed. So you express it vehemently and try to change the whole system in your brief time. Your thoughts
run something like this—‘‘How can this
college exist in the light of its policies?”
“Tt ought to be like this!” Then comes
the day when you graduate from Alma
Mater’s embrace. Good riddance! At last,
I can get out and do something!
Then you age and remember only the
good times you had in college. The atti-

tude then changes to, “Those lucky kids
don’t know how good they have it!” “T
wish I were still there!”

the Student Union of the month, how

The college man or woman is truly a

are they going to keep up with the Ivy

strange being today. I. cannot judge, I
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only put down my thoughts. Only time

will tell.
While writing this little essay, I have
propounded thoughts which I thought
are humorous, maybe you think they are
disdainful. If you do then maybe the
things said are true.
Go ahead and sue! For I too am a
poor college student!

top-kick, turned and made his way to
his quarters. But within him was his
torment still, and it was now at its
zenith. He didn’t see the mob of men
running toward him, nor did he hear

Mike’s voice pleading with him. His
racking sobs, the harsh, violent tones
of the usually gentle voice—these were
his agony and his anger, still expressed
and augmented by the swinging of those
ham-like hands in futile arcs, as if all

this might offer him release from his

TORMENTED
(Continued from Page 6)
Mike saw his friend walk purposefully toward the top-kick’s quarters, a
wooden-framed, one-story house. The
distance was not great, unfortunately.
Had the house been farther distant, perhaps Willie would have heeded the
urgent call of Mike; perhaps the rancor

torment. Willie was unaware of anything about him.

The distance of the top-kick’s house
from the club was not great, unfortunately. Had it been, perhaps those
who made up the mob would have had
more time to consider their actions. But

with Mike’s fear transmitted by his de-

have lessened against the top-kick who
had so mercilessly and repeatedly goaded

scription of Willie leaving the club, plus
the sound of shattering wood and glass
and the women’s screams, the mob, too,
became unaware. Unaware of reason.
At least three men simultaneously

and needled him about his outsized

hurled themselves at Willie who was

hands; Willie had learned — so he
thought—to “live with it,” but the topkick—that was just too much for one
human to take! The distance was not

still obsessed by his sorrowful anger.
He threw them off, easily but violently.
Again and again, this performance was
repeated and all that resulted was
Willie’s throwing them off and continuing on his way unaware of the

that was eating at Willie’s heart would

great, but Willie didn’t quite make it!
A short five yards from the house,
he picked up a rock with one of those
massive hands. The rock was about ten
by eight by six. Swinging it in an easy
grip, Willie threw it, with all his body
weight and mental agony behind it! The

rock travelled like a bullet through the
front door, then past the top-kick’s wife
playing bridge with her three friends,
then through the bedroom wall and out
the window. The damage was minimal,

except for the shattering wood and the
clinking of broken glass—all of which
caused the bridge party to crouch helplessly together in the farthest corner
of the room. From this spot, they looked

for more horror to come through the
now open door. But none came.
Willie, after this one reproach to his

devastation he was leaving behind him.
It was at this point that a reasonable

man conceived the brilliant idea that
a length of lead pipe would effect what
repeated attempts had failed to do, and
after one sharp, vicious blow, Willie
stopped dead in his tracks, shook his
head, looked unbelievingly at the strange
crowd in front of him, then, with a sigh
and with a tired effort, raised those
grotesque hands slowly to the area of
the blow and slowly crumpled to the

ground. The proud body, now divested
of its innate pride and dignity, as it
lay with the rest of the common dust,
was put on a stretcher with the aid of
five reasonable men who watched now,
with horror, the sorrowful stain that
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crept slowly over the forehead, eyes
and chin, to match the darkening,
angered stain on the ham-like hands.
Now, here in this room, sitting close
to the bedside of the ‘‘violent” man, the
nurse’s mind became a self-judge and
she bent her head in shame for the
labels she had tagged on Willie Johnson. But Willie would not know this—
nor would he care. For once again,
Willie slept—at peace with himself and

his world.

OF PASSING INTEREST
(Continued from Page 7)
communities. Cabal, of Perz University,
uses this fact as the basis of his assumption that the ameriks possessed a

developed form of rudimentary social
intuition, whereas Tsche, curator of the
Metropolitan-Raffel Museum, maintains
that they were capable of individual
thought, but that the mode of social
existence was so firmly entrenched, the
average amerik had little, if any, incli-

nation to use its mind.
Footnote: It is interesting to note that
Professor Kopf denounces the entire idea
of amerik intelligence, classifying them
as “groping scavengers.”
This argument is relatively unimportant for our purposes. Let it suffice to
say that ameriks lived in crowded, unwholesome, and unsanitary conditions.
Physically, the ameriks boasted a body
of an extremely porous layer of fat dis-

external, then the function of them,
other than being decorative, is highly

speculative. The

ameriks, as a rule,

measured less than two meters in length
and about a third of a meter in breadth.
Footnote: This applies only to the
ameriks, the measurements of some
Bastids ranging from the ridiculously
small to the obscenely large.

An unusual aspect of this skeletal
structure was a bulbous affair connected
to one extremity of the body. This hollow spheroid, in fossil finds, is punctured by a number of symetrically

placed holes. From the primitive writings of the ameriks, we have learned
that this spheroid was, in life, filled
with a soft, spongey material, commonly

referred to as graymadder. Many authorities feel that this was a moisturecollecting organ, especially designed by
nature to enable the ameriks (and all
the Bastids) to attain sufficient water
and liquids for their absorbent bodies.
Tsche, on the other hand, maintains
that this hollow appendage actually
housed the amerik’s brain, the holes
being situation points for various sense
organs, and the soft, spongey material
being the physical brain. This theory
is ridiculed by Professor Kopf as being
utterly and totally preposterous. Kopf
asserts that there is not a smidgen of
real evidence that this is the nerve

center and that there is ample reason

although recent findings indicate that

to believe that it is not. The bulbous
appendage, Kopf states, was in too
susceptible a position for harm, and,
even if such a mistake could have been
overlooked by evolution, the space
alloted would have been too small to
house a brain large enough to warrant
the intelligence attributed to it. A far
more advantageous site, he feels, would

at least part of the skeleton may have
been external, particularly in the thorax

have been at the other extremity of
the body, and cites many instances from

region where there is an intricate meshwork of boney ribs which, if it had been
internal, must have protruded outlandishly. If these boney protrusions were

amerik literature attesting to the “softness” and ‘“‘desirability’’ of this region.
Also, recent finds have brought to light
a great deal of constructed gadements,

tributed at random about a skeletal
structure composed of a basically calcium-carbon compound. There is little

doubt that this was an internal skeleton,
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obviously designed to allow the amerik
to rest in them. Many of these structures were richly upholstered and Kopf
is inclined to believe that these objects
had no other purpose than to coddle
the amerik’s delicate brains.
Furthering the description of the
ameriks, it is known that they possessed
four limbs, but it is doubtful as to the
precise purpose of these limbs. Of these
limbs, there were a pair of lower limbs,
rather long and probably muscular, and
a second pair situated near the aforementioned bulbous appendage, lacking
both the size and the strength of the
lower limbs. On first analysis, it would
appear that the ameriks ran and gal-

loped on the hindmost pair of legs (assuming that the bulbous appendage was
in the front) and used the upper or
foremost legs for grasping leaves and
fruit from trees. But, since the ameriks
insisted on living in constructed caves
and mud domiciles, where there would
have been no vegetation, this usage of

the foremost limbs must be ruled out.
More likely is Dr. Cabal’s theory which
states that the ameriks traveled and
moved about onall fours and, at rest,
wagged their lower limbs about as a

ended the species, it is certain that they
would have soon eaten themselves out
of existence. All of this is only of passing interest to the serious student of
historical geology, for at the start of
the Gray Era, there emerged a mutated

form of the octopi, which was to become the remote ancestor of our own

race.
Footnote: Many church authorities disagree on this point, and it is mentioned
only in the interests of science. The
student is encouraged to form his own

beliefs.
The topic of octopus evolution will be
treated in a later chapter, but now we
concern ourselves with the geological
happenings of the Springer Epoch.

MONARCH IN EXILE
(Continued from Page 8)
the acoustic requirements are difficult
to meet. Hence we find that all the
better organs are in large churches,
where the performance of secular music

is very rightly discouraged, and that instruments elsewhere are generally of

means of self-expression and/or communication. This would explain the

inferior construction.
Another limitation to the popularity

higher muscular development of these
limbs. Since we are unable to ascertain
whether the ameriks were bipeds or
quadripeds, this theory makes a happy
compromise, and is the one most widely
upheld in learned circles.

of the organ with modern society is its
characteristic emotional appeal. The
organ inspires awe in the hearer, stirs
his soul, and surrounds him with a
warmth of tone; this kind of music is
out of fashion in today’s world.
Further, the disrepute of the organ
as a means of expression has discouraged musicians from attempting to
achieve any degree of skill in its man-

Footnote: Kopf, of course, rejects this
theory. In his book, Merik Meanderings,
he writes, “. ... the amerik was...
triped, using its free fourth limb to hold
bhear (untranslatable amerik words).”

agement. Nor are they to blame in this,
for the organ has rigid requirements of

and elevate

containers of buuz and

How the amerik reproduced is not

rhythm, phrasing, and touch utterly dif-

known, but, however they did it, they
did it admirably. At the close of the

ments; besides, the development of organ

Springer Epoch, there was such a pro-

virtuosity inevitably leads to the loss of

fusion of these creatures that, if the
cataclysmic close of the epoch had not

piano technique, and there is no denying
the greater popularity of the latter in-

ferent from those of any other instru-
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strument. The lack of capable organists
has, in its turn, further limited the
people’s appreciation of the instrument.
Finally, for various reasons (none of
them esthetic), the organ has been

Since proper sleep requires complete
freedom from anxiety, the atmosphere

widely replaced in recent years with a

balanced across the door—quite a booby
trap. Littered over the floor are other
grimy home-made gymnastic paraphenalia, looking like engines of torture.
The whole place, in fact, resembles a

variety of electronic devices. These artificial organs, in spite of great versatility
and even musical value in their place,

are in no sense a satisfactory substitute
for the real instrument; for it is a physical impossibility to synthesize in an
electronic unit the shock waves, formants, and edge-tones that are indispensable components of the note of an
organ pipe.
We have seen that the decline in
popularity of the organ and its music

has been attributable to a number of
factors, all of them reducible to a change
in the musical tastes of the people.
Whether the noble organ, so long a
monarch in the world of music, can over-

come such an obstacle, is a question
that only time can answer. But certainly
no true lover of the pure and classical
in music can wish or believe otherwise
than that the organ will some day be
respected once more as its true artistic

dignity deserves, and will return to its
pristine glory as the concert instrument
par excellence, the summit of tonal per-

fection, the King of Instruments.

of our bedroom is such as to induce
utter relaxation and despair. To enter,

one must brave an iron chin-up bar

dungeon. Heaps of sweaty work-out togs
complete the atmosphere.

But do not conclude that our beds
are equally as filthy. On the contrary,
we sweep them out with a broom twice
a month.
Then there is our living room, a mar-

vel of Harnbod engineering that rivals
the Harnbod Garbage Dump. Many people paint their ceilings white for better
illumination, but how many boast a

“reflector hood” of high-gloss white
enamel not only on the ceiling but one

and a half feet down all the walls?
The dark green wallpaper below the

reflector hood serves as a blackboard.
Since Hartlage broke his thumb wrestling with one of the alligators in our

kitchen sink, he can write only with
chalk. He’s been merrily integrating,
calculating, summating, and functioning
all over the wall. To reach the upper
part, he stands on piles of 1957 newspapers we never got around to taking
out.

Modern advertising stresses “push-

HOUSEKEEPING MADE EASY
(Continued from Page 9)
culinary efforts, don’t feel slighted by
an occasional grimace. Your victims are
only acting naturally.

3) Most important to remember: a

button living.’”’ We have discovered how
to achieve “automatic lighting’’ without
paying exhorbitant electricians’ fees.

We merely fray the insulation on the
wires. Then, with the current left on,
a well-placed kick on a nearby wall or
floor produces flashing and sparking

good Garbage Dump is your stomach’s

lights.

best friend.
Another important room for the over-

learn

worked college student is the bedroom.
We believe not only in making our bed
and lying in it, but also lying in it even

“on,” three left jabs and a straight
right to the north wall; for “off,” a
soft-shoe routine to The Georgia Stomp.

when we neglect making it.

Of course, it takes a little practice to

the

correct

combinations:

for

The examples we have cited should
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amply instruct any interested student
of Harnbod Housekeeping. However, if
any one should find additional instruc-

tion necessary, he may feel free to visit
us any time and observe at first hand
how to beat an apartment into submission.

STOPOVER
(Continued from Page 11)

Schad howled and leaped up, kicking
over the table in the process. ‘You callin’
me a liar? Why, man, I’m the toughest,
hardest, meanest hombre in the whole

United States and I ain’t one to fool
with!”
“Not so tough,” said the stranger.
Mike stared at the shriveled man.
“T’'m the toughest thing what ever
lived!’’ Schad roared. “I’m the evilest,
wickedest, filthiest, strongest bull what.
ever was. There ain’t nobody worser’n

answered, “Oh, a glass of beer, I sup-

me!”

pose.”
Schad winced. ‘Well, like I was saying, I was chasing this Mex and I walks

“Hmph,” snorted the little man, rubbing his scrawny hands together.
“T’m gonna smash that little flea,”
Schad screamed and charged across the
room. He swung his tremendous fist, a
fist powerful enough to crush an oak
door frame. It split the air like a locomotive, aimed straight at the stranger’s

into a cantino. Well, I steps inside the
fly curtain and there the thief sits,
eating his beans. Well, he sees me and
he drops his hand to go for his gun.
Well, I crouches and makes my draw...
you ever seen me draw? Damn fast,
lemme tell you...and bangie, I gets him
right square in the eye.”
Schad slapped his leg. “Funniest thing
you ever seen. That Mex just folded
over and flopped right in his beans. Sure
was a waste of beans.”
The stranger sipped his beer, holding
the stein in his skinny hands. A twitch
ran across his face and curled his lip
slightly in digust. Schad grinned and
immediately decided to embellish his
tale.
“Well, I turns around and sees five
more hombres coming at me so I cocks
back my good old Buntline Special and
I guns them down. Just then, some

blacked hair Mex gal comes running in,
shouting, “Me gusta el senor!” So I
guns her down, too, but not with my
Buntline Special. Well, then .. .”
“Rubbish,” murmured the stranger.
Schad wheezed as though he had been
kicked in the stomach. “What!?”
“The way I have heard it,’’ entoned
the stranger, placing his beer on the

bar as Mike backed away suspiciously,
“was that a poor peon was shot in the
back for dropping his fork on the floor.”

withered head.
The stranger raised his hand and
simply stopped the fist.
Schad’s eyes bugged out, then bugged
out more in pain. The stranger applied
pressure with his fingers and Schad
crumpled to the floor.
He turned, drained his beer, and
walked out without a word.
Schad lay on the floor, groveling and
whimpering.
Mike was swaying back and forth, his
mouth gaping open. “I ain’t never seen
nobody that strong!”
“Well, by heaven,’ Schad. sobbed,
crawling to his feet and pulling out his
Buntline, “you ain’t never gonna see it
again, either!’”’ He lurched to the door
and kicked it open, the big pistol cocked
and ready to scatter a certain little man
in black all over creation.
Schad stopped cold. The little man was
gone, vanished! Only a tiny whirlwind
of dust scampered mockingly across the
desert and bore itself into the sand.
“Well, I'll be
»’ Schad whis-

pered.
“Could be,’’ Mike added.
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eepsake
DIAMOND

RINGS

There's More Than Meets The Eye In

THE DIAMOND RING YOU BUY
| you can see is a beautiful ring and a price tag. But how can you rete the two and be sure of quality and value? How can you avoid an unise choice in the diamond ring you buy?

privilege and protection against loss of diamonds for one year.
The center diamond of every Keepsake engagement ring is a perfect
gem... free from flaws under ten-power magnification, with fine blue-

The way to be sure is to choose a genuine registered Keepsake

white color and expert cut. And behind the matchless beauty of these

iamond Ring. Quality in diamonds is judged by color, cut and clarity,

lovely diamond rings stands the famous name Keepsake, symbol of qual-

d Keepsake’s quality is clearly defined in writing for your protection.

ity and value for generations.

e Keepsake Certificate signed by your jeweler guarantees a perfect

In making this important lifetime choice, be sure to look for the name

bnter diamond, regardless of style or price (or replacement assured).

“Keepsake” in the ring and on the tag. Many beautiful styles from $100

leepsake also registers your ring permanently, assuring lifetime trade-in

to $10,000 — at authorized Keepsake Jewelers only.

Dating is really fun... when you know

THE ART OF DATING
by Dr. Evelyn Millis Duvall
An expert guide to happy, successful dating to make your
teens the best years of your life. This fact-filled book is written
by Dr. Evelyn Millis Duvall, famous author and counselor.
REGULARLY $2.50 in hard cover, this book is yours in the

ed
Ring $225.
AIAMI Ring $675. Also 225 and 450. Wedding Ring 225. B. ROLAND Ring $400. Wedding Ring 125. C. BAXTER
or white
100 to 750. Wedding Ring 20.00. D. GWENN Ring $125. Wedding Ring 42.50. All rings available either natural

. Prices include Federal Tax. Rings enlarged to show details. ©Trade-mark registered.

exclusive Keepsake edition for only 50¢ AND THIS COUPON
AT ANY KEEPSAKE JEWELER’S STORE. If dealer is not listed
in yellow pages of telephone book, write to Keepsake
Diamond Rings, Syracuse 2, N. Y., for his name. Do not sene
money, please.

a ete 0 es 08s. oor were x0

as det
Fea

~.

~/*

=

w

a
ee

> Sie
Fe
tatsa #2 hm‘ acts

“"

;

aodCCE ifee

soy

7

=
~—e

ya
a.

of eS

es

MC

oa
;
tea Ae eeeeee seaibe:
er) mktobacco taste with o newST
ee

ots Lt iba
meaiil ‘7 ama

Peete
|
MetMth? a tte
ila flowsthe Rr

r

